THE    CRIMINALS    LIVE    NEXT    DOOR
on blowing against my head. I was glad that the beetles had
not eaten me up overnight. I had not felt a single bite;
there were no bugs or fleas; but, while getting up, 1 pondered
over the dirt I had seen in the 'streets',, and the shabbiness
of the house. The teacher greeted me with a hearty good
morning, and the worker, who hurried to keep his appoint-
ment with the dentist, said, as if reading my thoughts:
Tlenty of work to do still in this place—better houses, and
log parquets over the mud. Plenty of work. But it will be
done, Budyet, budget. It will be done.5 This budjet is
Russia's Open Sesame. Some day all these things will
really have been done. They believe it firmly.
£In about ten years' time Norilsk will be a town of free
men and women. We shall have reclaimed most of these
scoundrels for society, and they will be proud colonisers.5
One of the 'administrators5 was giving rne his credo over
breakfast. I had told him of my surprise of the previous
night when I heard that all the men I had seen working
round the air base were convicts. He bent across to me and
whispered: 'Say something nice about them aloud once
more. The fellow who sits at the table over there, making
entries in the big ledger, is also one of our boys. He was
chief cashier in the electrical plant at Voronesh, and has
embezzled ioo5ooo roubles. Now he will keep the books
for the provision department of the carnp, for five years. It
will have a good psychological effect on him when you, as a
foreigner, say that you thought all these men were free
people. We want them to forget that they are criminals and
to feel they are an ordinary community of working people
on a pioneer outpost in the Arctic.5
4You seem to have good and keen workers up heres5 I
bellowed, and the 'administrator3 rewarded me with a
grateful wink from his left eye, while his right squinted
across the room to see whether Ms pet-embezzler was cheered
up by my expert judgment.
After we had finished our last round of fried eggs with

